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sage through space. There are moments when I stand with my head buried on the chimney-piece, engaged in recalling the vast incidents of that last journey.
I am going to order a carriage, and await my first bag of two thousand ducats, and my first month of liberty.
I entreat you, whatever happens, never leave me a month again without news, and, if you are ill, dictate one line to M. Hanski. You don't know what troubles it puts into my poor solitary life.
Jules Sandeau has been one of my blunders. You cannot imagine such indolence, such nonchalance. He is without energy, without will. The noblest sentiments in words, nothing in action, or in reality. No devotion of thought or of body. When I had spent on him what a great seigneur would spend on a caprice, I said to him:
u Jules, here is a drama, write it. And after that another, and a vaudeville for the Gymnase."
He answered that it was impossible for him to put himself in the train of any one, no matter who. As that implied that I speculated on 'his gratitude, I did not insist. He would not even put his name to a work done in common.
" Well, then, get a living by writing books ?"
He has not, in three years, written half a volume. Criticism ? He thinks that too difficult. He is a stable horse. He is the despair of friendship, as he was the despair of love. That ?s over; as soon as I get the La Grenadiere, I shall leave the rue Cassini.pies to foreign countries; he hopes to sell asdamned seller will not acceptntn arrow, but heavy with know by its description in the u Fille aux veux d'or."; and that
